CONCEITS

culture of each individual mind. A dull, uneducated
spirit is a mere well, narrow between walls ; but in a
lively and cultivated mind the waves can run on for the
imaginative equivalent of miles and hours.

A good * metaphysical' conceit like this of Cleve-
land's is a poetical phrase of a peculiar and special
kind. The waves it sets going are oddly shaped and
have an eccentric motion. Instead of moving in
regular circles across the mind, these waves will leave
whole expanses of the pool unruffled, to come splashing
up with a surprising and fantastic vehemence at one or
two remote and unrelated points. The metaphysical
poets always aimed at astonishing their readers, at
compelling their attention by the association of the
most unlikely ideas. The spectacle of strange bed-
fellows arbitrarily coupled is always absurd ; and so,
in all such metaphysical conceits, there is a certain
element of absurdity. When the poet knows his
business, this is no defect; the absurdity of a thing of
beauty may actually heighten our pleasure in its beauty.
When the poet does not know his business, the absurdity
ruins everything. The association by Cleveland of
grief with gutters is merely disastrous. The stone is
dropped in the neighbourhood of death ; like a water-
spout, the wave splashes up at the plumber's. It won't
do. Whether another and a better poet might have
made it do, I cannot guess. Probably not. Plumbing is,
I suspect, too intrinsically Freudian and unspiritual ever
to be satisfactorily associated with the nobler emotions.

One more paragraph by way of appendix. Shortly
after writing this note on plumbing, I saw at Pommers-
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